FORTY     THOUSAND      AGAINST     THE     ARCTIC
fOii; I shall be a doctor; there's no need to worry about
me. But why should not mother do something useful too?
She can't be happy only looking after the home. She is
wasting her energies.5
There you see the ingratitude of children, and that's
what the schools make of them—self-confident, precocious
little brats who lose all respect for their parents because they
can read and learn and we don't know what they are talk-
ing about. Shouldn't I try to make the home pleasant for
the man, and help him to forget his worries and the great
change?5
'Well, it's hopeless, matushka. You wonjt listen. Anyway,
I have to run along now. I have to finish my chapter for
our book.'
'Wait a minute, Nadeshda. What book is that?5
cOh, we are writing a book about the life of children in a
Polar town. I am doing the chapter on sleigh-riding in
the winter. We have to be through with the work by next
spring, because we promised Gorki before he died to fulfil
our plan by then. His death was a great loss to us. He
had given us the original idea and actually sent suggestions
after we had submitted the first two chapters. It is for-
tunate that a French comrade promised to carry on in
Gorki's advisory capacity, because he was a close friend of
his. I wonder whether you know him? Romain Holland.
Two of us are going to take the manuscript to him in
Switzerland for final overhaul.'
I admitted that I had heard the name of the Trench
comrade5 and asked Nadeshda whether I might see the
work as far as it had gone. She was only too glad to show
it to me. On the way she talked a lot about her parents.
'Naturally they are unhappy because everything was taken
away from them. I remember we had a fine house, and I also
liked our village better than Igarka at first. But now I
understand that we had no right to own all that, and I am
very glad that I can be a member of the Pioneers5 (the Red
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